VI
BEAUTY
I WAS visited, as I sate in my room to-day, by
one of those sudden impressions of rare beauty
that come and go like flashes, and which leave
one desiring a similar experience. The materials
of the impression were simple and familiar enough.
My room looks out into a little court; there is a
plot of grass, and to the right of it an old stone-
built wall, close against which stands a row of
aged lime-trees. Straight opposite, at right angles
to the wall, is the east side of the Hall, with its
big plain traceried window enlivened with a few
heraldic shields of stained glass. While I was
looking out to-day there came a flying burst of
sun, and the little corner became a sudden feast
of delicate colour ; the fresh green of the grass,
the foliage of the lime-trees, their brown wrinkled
stems, the pale moss on the walls, the bright points
of colour in the emblazonries of the window,
made a sudden delicate harmony of tints. I had